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T

he Abominable Snow Show
by Howard Hilton

SNOW JOKE

A

month after the end of the ill-fated Tampa Snow Show, the Tampa
Tribune polled readers to gain a cross section of public opinion about the event. One
respondent was a woman I wished I had talked to before embarking on staging the
Snow Show. Her comment was quite succinct, not requiring a lot of verbiage to get
her feelings across: “Crackers and snow don’t mix!” The fact that she was right pained
me; but what really hurt is the knowledge that the Snow Show was devised, precisely,
to appeal to snow-deprived Florida Crackers.
When the Snow Show was all over, my costly brainstorm had amassed over
forty lawsuits and insurance claims, and, on its perilous journey, had exhausted
three-million pounds of ice. However, with the healing passage of time, I’ve come to
treasure the ultimate humor of it all, even with all the problems.
WAS TAMPA READY FOR SNOW?
While I was advertising director of Maas Brothers, Tampa’s dominant
downtown department store, I became very involved working to arrest the economic
nose-dive that clutched downtown. As with most downtown areas, Tampa’s was
taking it on the chin; the national buzzword of the day was that “downtowns are
dying.” But our downtown had a promising, untapped asset: a handsome riverfront
which was obscured and taken up by dilapidated warehouses serving an unsightly,
ill-placed freight yard. It was the kind of place hobos loved to call home during the
winter months.
Working with a group of six other young men, we formed a hell-raising
civic-action group we called “The Tampa Plan Committee.” We started a campaign
suitably dubbed “Tampa Bright or Tampa Blight?” Our first objective was to force
the railroad out of this promising property. Working with other groups such as the
Chamber of Commerce and the Merchants Association, our goal of ousting the
Howard Hilton moved to Tampa in the 1950s and began working in the advertising department at Maas
Brothers. He opened his own firm in 1958 and worked with many high profile campaigns, including the
elections of Tampa mayors Julian Lane and Nick Nuccio.
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railroad was finally achieved, opening up many desirable acres on the riverfront for
needed, upscale development. This was a vital step in the hoped-for rejuvenation of
Tampa’s downtown core.
Our next objective is what got me into trouble. We started to push for a
downtown pedestrian mall, collecting success stories from other cities which had
transformed their downtowns into productive, attractive city centers by means of
closing off main thoroughfares to vehicular traffic.
About this time, I resigned my Maas Brothers position to start an advertising
agency with another Tampa Plan member, Bill Gray. We opened our doors in early
July. With my retailing experience as a lever, one of the first accounts we landed was
the Greater Tampa Merchants Association.
For our first assignment, they charged us with coming up with some sort of
Christmas promotion. It was no secret that downtown merchants were worried about
fall and Christmas sales. Outlying malls were cutting the heart out of downtown’s
complacent dominance; shoppers were avoiding downtown in droves. Something
different was needed to jolt and attract the shopping public.
As Bill and I kicked ideas around for a Christmas or winter promotion, I
reminisced about the Winter Carnival held annually at my alma mater, Dartmouth.
Suddenly, I thought, “Why not have a winter carnival in Tampa?” The idea was
compelling. After all, the great majority of Floridians had never seen snow, and
Yankee-transplants would probably enjoy seeing it again under balmy, sunny
conditions. But where would we get the snow? Obviously, shipping boxcars full of
snow to Tampa would be too expensive. And then we got to thinking about the snow
blowing machines used at northern ski slopes.
My next move must have been inspired by a whimsical Devil, the only fiend
capable of conjuring up such an unlikely start for such a diabolical scenario. I grabbed
the Yellow Pages directory and looked up “Ice.” At random, (but it was really the Devil
moving my index finger), my finger settled on the listing of City Ice Company.
Half in jest and just for my own curiosity, I dialed their number. “I’d like to
speak to someone about snow for a ski jump.” A man named Emmett Stewart came
on the phone, and I told him I was toying with the idea of building a ski jump in
downtown Tampa. Then I asked him what he thought about it.
“Great idea! I’ll do it!”
I was flabbergasted. Do what? Before I could collect myself, he was jumping
headlong into how he would love to supply the “snow.” It seems that his principal
source of business was icing-down the large shrimp fleet that operates out of Tampa.
His ice trucks were equipped with blowers; they grind three-hundred pound blocks
into granular and shaved ice and pump it into the holds of shrimp boats. He added
that the grinding mechanism regulator could be set at different levels of size, and
he could, indeed, spray realistic “snow.” To my obvious question, he replied, “Don’t
worry about it melting. With the amount you’ll need, your problem is going to be
getting rid of it afterwards.”
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With this preliminary, unexpected shove, we catapulted ourselves into working
out the possibilities of using Stewart’s offer. We met with an architect friend, Bob
Weilage, and he came back to us with some doodles and cost estimates for constructing
a ski jump, an assignment not many Florida architects can list on their resumes. At
this point, the idea began to look fairly feasible.
Assuming it could be done, we put the idea in writing, working up a
promotional plan to get the most out of the premise. However, rather than show it
directly to the Downtown Promotion Committee at the Merchants Association, I
showed it to someone whose promotional sense I respected.
Harold Wolf, a brilliant merchant and owner of Wolf Brothers Men’s Clothing
Stores, had a peerless reputation as an advertising innovator … much more so than
many people in the advertising business. Considered to be a creative genius, he was also
“different.” He had a zany streak about him, being totally unpredictable; and he used
an inborn stage-presence to bolster an already highly-effective gift of persuasiveness.
So I took my idea to Harold, knowing he would listen, dissect it, and be frank with
an appraisal. He did listen to the idea. Unfortunately, he flipped over it.
He was so enthusiastic that he bypassed the Merchants Association and
decided to call a select meeting of the most important men in local commerce and
finance. Up to this point, we had been working on the idea with no source of income
to cover our expenses; we were going to catch up later when we submitted a budget.
But Harold told me to relax; he would cover our developmental costs. Since our
fledgling business was not heavily financed, it was a most welcome piece of news.
So, we charged ahead to get ready to make a full-scale presentation at Harold’s fast
approaching VIP get-together. It should also be noted that, as a new agency, the
opportunity to show our creative talents to the city’s most important executives was
heady stuff, indeed.
Harold invited an impressive array of heavyweights for cocktails at the
prestigious University Club in the Tampa Terrace Hotel. And the moguls came. I
don’t know whether they came for Harold’s free booze or to find out just what the
hell Harold was up to. The list looked like a Who’s Who gathering of presidents and
chairmen … Carl Brorein of Peninsular Telephone, Tampa Electric’s Bill MacInnes,
George Howell of Marine Bank, Howard Frankland of First National, Exchange
Bank’s Dick Griffin, Maas Brothers’ Mel Stein, Jim Council of the Tampa Tribune,
and twenty more high-rollers.
Harold, already highly psyched up for the meeting, was carried one-step
further by the sight of the august gathering seated in front of him. Everyone curious,
most of the men listening to Harold’s emotional appeal sat back with their drinks as
Harold took center stage and started to emote in his rich, dramatic drawl…
Downtown Tampa is like a seedy carnival set up in a muddy cotton field
outside a small town in Georgia. There are hardly any customers … it’s
raining, signs are falling down and tearing apart, half the bulbs on the midway
are burnt out, and the raggedy, shopworn tent is leaking. And on the sagging
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This was the idyllic vision that the organizers of the “Tampa Snow Show” held in the weeks before the
event. While the overall show was a success, many unforeseen situations conspired against several aspects
of the winter carnival.

stage outside the tent, mascara is running down the cheeks of the rain-soaked,
bedraggled hootchy-kootchy dancers…
Most of the men listening to Harold’s emotional appeal represented
organizations that had large investments in downtown property; they could hardly
ignore Harold’s eloquent plea. By the time he finished voicing his prognostication
of what downtown’s obituary would read like unless something drastic was done to
improve business, they were primed and ready to hear our presentation of what we
were now calling “The Great Tampa Snow Show.”
Our plan called for closing, to vehicular traffic, Tampa’s main downtown
thoroughfare, Franklin Street. For a five-block stretch, various free-to-the-public
winter activities and displays would be featured, the stars of which would be a
spectacular five-story high ski jump and the nation’s tallest Christmas tree. Mental
images of laughing children, who had never seen snow, romping in snowdrifts,
brought smiles to our audience. And, of course, it was understood that the children’s
accompanying parents were potential downtown shoppers. An hour later, every man
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present had committed his organization to help finance the Snow Show.
We were going to save downtown!
PREPARING FOR A BLIZZARD
Even though substantial funds had been pledged, they were far short of what
was needed to bring the ten day promotion to fruition. So we began wheeling and
dealing to get as many freebies as possible. While we leaned heavily on our media
friends for free time and space, Harold’s high-powered finance committee put pressure
on business associates, raising enough money and donations-in-kind to put the show
on. And a bigwig delegation descended on Mayor Nick Nuccio, convincing him to
allow the closure of Franklin Street for the ten-day event.
By far the largest contribution came from Paul Smith Construction Company.
Working with architect Bob Weilage, they figured out a way to build the ski jump
using construction scaffolding sections. Bob had obtained plans and photos of other
structures, and soon came to realize that our “ski jump” would have to be a ski
and toboggan slide. The final plan called for the ski slide to be five stories high,
two-hundred feet long, and fifteen feet across. When the slide reached street level, a
twenty-foot wide chute of snow, with plywood retaining walls four feet high, would
run for another block-and-a-half. Because the slide and ski run were more than two
blocks in length, a pedestrian overpass also had to be built. Since it was elevated,
we planned on using it also as a platform for the announcer and important events,
such as opening ceremonies. And Paul Smith Construction offered to build all the
structures gratis.
Right up there in size of donation was that of my good friend (by now!),
Emmett Stewart, president of City Ice Company. In talking to a Tribune reporter,
he described how he was going to accomplish his task, reassuring me again about a
bothersome worry; he kept something else to himself which I wish I’d known at that
early stage.
He told a scoffing reporter, “The ice won’t melt.” He went on to explain why:
because the streets are hot and retain heat, the bottom of the long chute of snow
would be initially lined with three-hundred pound blocks of ice to cool the pavement
down.
After that, it would take two blower-trucks, being supplied by six ice trucks
ferrying ice to them, forty hours to fill the rest of the chute with snow-like shaved ice.
Based on Tampa’s average November temperatures, twice-a-day spraying should keep
it in shape from then on.
Asked about the slide, Stewart explained that chicken wire, stapled to oneinch laths, would cover its entire length. The snow would be force-blown onto the
surface, and the raised chicken wire would hold it in place. Snow for skiing could
then be built up on that base. All in all, the event might use up to a million pounds
of ice, an impressive figure by any standard.
What Emmett didn’t tell me was that his business was in its last days, headed
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for bankruptcy. It turned out later that he viewed this as a grandiose “Going-OutOf-Business” goodbye party. In all our dealings, he only made one request: that his
daughter, Joyce, a model, be used in our publicity photos. Small request indeed;
luckily, his daughter turned out to be a smashing model, whom we photographed in
a bathing suit, wearing snow skis, atop a hastily blown pile of snow at the ice plant.
As we got closer to November, our efforts at fleshing out the event began to gel. Yet
to be seen was the first hint of the problems hiding just over the horizon. Our list of
celebrity acceptances grew dramatically. Scandinavian Airlines agreed to fly over one of
their executives, Leif Svendsen, a Norwegian championship Olympic skier. He would
have the honor of inaugurating the Snow Show with the first run down the slide.
We received tremendous help from Joe Mickler, advertising manager of
the Chamber of Commerce, and executive secretary of the Gasparilla Krewe, the
group which stages our annual Gasparilla Invasion and Parade. Joe, an officer in
the International Festival Managers Association, contacted friends and managed to
land a galaxy of notable celebrities for us. Among them was St.Paul’s “Queen of the
Snows,” Sally Shields … Becky Lane Cherry, Miss USA … Quebec’s “Christmas
Snowman”, Noel Moisson … and so on.
But Mickler’s biggest coup came with word that the Minnesota Centennial
Commission and the Arrowhead Association, northeast Minnesota’s tourist promotion
group, were going to send us the nation’s tallest Christmas tree. Their objective, in
honor of Minnesota’s centennial, would be a one-hundred year old monarch reaching
over one-hundred feet in height. This was a newsworthy achievement, considering
that our tree would be much taller than the one usually sent to the White House.
Hearing this, Tampa Electric Company volunteered to supply and decorate the tree
with the ton of lights which it would require.
One of our biggest concerns was whether the public was going to be as smitten
by the idea of the Snow Show as we had hoped. But people, unsolicited, began
showing up at our doors offering help and support. Prime among these was Alex
Hurd, who was working in a downtown men’s store; he had been on the Canadian
Olympic speed-skating team, winning the ten thousand meter race. Also adept at
figure skating, he offered to give free demonstrations and instruction.
WFLA radio geared up to stage a contest around what they billed as “The
World’s Largest Ice Cube.” They were going to make an eight-foot high ice cube built
with more than eight-and-a-half tons worth of three-hundred pound blocks of ice.
The giant cube, to be in front of Maas Brothers, would be unveiled on the opening
day of the Snow Show. People would enter their guesses as to how long it would take
for the cube to melt … the grand prize was a family vacation in the Swiss Alps.
Another enthusiastic donor was a local doctor, Harry Raitano, who was
known for his elaborate Christmas displays. He got so excited about the event that he
ordered six penguins for us, paying for their Pan Am transportation as well as for the
birds, their care and feeding.
As donations and interest continued to build, we kept on trying for more.

https://scholarcommons.usf.edu/tampabayhistory/vol22/iss1/8

6

Hilton: The Abominable Snow Show

Abominable Snow Show

97

A few times, we got a little carried away. A case in point was the eyebrow-raising
reception we got from the United States Navy when we tried to get them to send
an ice breaker to Tampa. When they declined (thinking we were out of our minds,
no doubt), we tried again, asking them to have the U.S.S. Nautilus, the first atomic
submarine to operate under the polar ice cap, drop by. If anything, their reception
was even cooler.
Although there were many things for which we did not have to spend money,
there were some key necessities that required cash. One of the most expensive was
signing up Jack Kelly’s Ice Frolics, a twenty-member troupe of skaters. Kelly was to
supply his own ice rink which would occupy a prominent spot on Franklin Street.
While we were scheduling the ice show for three performances daily, the rink would
be available the rest of the time for anyone who wished to skate.
Tampa had a unique children’s zoo at Lowry Park. Since Mayor Nuccio was
instrumental in its being, he directed his Superintendent of Parks, B. B. Bradley, to
find ways of working with us. After several exploratory meetings with Bradley, we
agreed upon a cooperative effort: Bradley wanted some Disney-like deer for Lowry
Park, so we agreed to split the cost. The object was to use the deer as quasi “reindeer”
during the Snow Show; afterwards, we would turn the deer over to Lowry Park as
their new permanent home. So Bradley took off for Louisiana to purchase six fallow
deer. Prior to that, Bradley had agreed to allow us the use of two of the zoo’s seals. A
hardware store had already offered a large pool, so we decided to use it for the seals,
banking it with snow for an Antarctic-like touch. The pool structure was low-profile
enough that children could get quite close to the playful aquatic stars.
But one of the biggest attractions for the children was bound to be “GeeGee and her Alaskan Huskies.” We hired Gee-Gee Powell and her dog sled team
to haul children up and down the snow-filled ski and toboggan run. Gee-Gee was a
healthy Sonja Heine-type, wearing an Eskimo coat with a fur trimmed hood. Not
exactly Florida-fare, but she agreed to wear it anyway.
Other out-of-pocket expenses began to mount: building Santa’s
Workshop and Throne destined to command a place of honor next to the
Christmas tree; hiring several Santa Clauses to rotate on the throne; construction of a
bandstand, where Jack Golly’s band, The Showmen, would hold forth at show times
and at the opening ceremonies.
In several instances, however, we found it hard to purchase winter goods
because people were suspicious that they were being put-on. The people at Snocraft
Toboggans in Saco, Maine, were leery enough of our unusual order that they called us
back to verify that we really did want to buy four toboggans. Filling the order would
be the first Florida sale in their company’s history.
Getting down to more nitty-gritty details, it was inevitable that we succumbed
to naming all of Franklin Street’s cross-streets with names like North Pole Parkway,
Snowdrift Lane, etc.
With no hint of the menacing problems gathering just over the horizon,
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Tampa mayor Nick Nuccio and Sally Shields, Minnesota’s “Queen of the Snows,” were photographed at
the bottom of the unfinished ski slope in the days leading up to the Tampa Snow Show.

everything seemed to be shaping up better and easier than we had expected. Even
though early public opinion was overwhelmingly enthusiastic, we still covered
ourselves by commencing a heavy teaser campaign of radio and television spots and
newspaper ads.
All across Tampa Bay, the Snow Show was becoming the main subject
of conversation … elementary schools arranged bus schedules to make the run
downtown so their students could romp in the snow … the Lions Club, Rotary,
and other civic clubs signed up for toboggan race competitions … so did fraternities
and sororities at the University of Tampa … and high school art classes registered to
pit themselves against each other in snow sculpting contests. Everything was going
exceedingly well. Maybe too well.
About this time, little things started going wrong. I believe an appropriate
term from this point on would be that problems started to “snowball.”
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WASN’T IT A LITTLE EARLY FOR THE FIRST FLURRIES?
When a friend once told W. C. Fields he was going to the forest on his vacation,
Fields replied, “When you get there, kick a tree for me.” He hated trees. This was a
view which was soon to gain some sympathy from me, the Public Works Department
of Tampa, our mayor, innumerable timber companies, a consortium of railroad lines,
Minnesota’s Arrowhead Association, the Minnesota Centennial Commission, and its
honorary chairman, the Governor of Minnesota.
The frenetic history of our alleged Christmas tree made national news wires.
All reports we saw were written with tongue-in-cheek, but none of them stayed with
it long enough to cash in on the final blow. Put yourself in my uncomfortable shoes
for a few minutes…
When the Minnesota organizations made their promise of supplying us with
the nation’s largest Christmas tree, they had no way of envisioning the ordeal it was
to become. They quickly discovered that it was almost impossible to find a logging
outfit that would tackle the job. The year before, a company had felled an eighty-foot
tree destined for the White House; as it crashed to the ground, the top broke off. The
second tree felled turned out to have an internal insect infestation, precluding it from
being shipped across the state line. At any rate, for one reason or another, it took
a total of five tries to finally obtain an acceptable tree for the White House. Other
logging companies, remembering this expensive fiasco, did not want to get involved
with our hoped-for hundred foot monster.
But because it was Minnesota’s centennial year, its honor was at stake. So, with
the Governor’s urging, a crew set out into the far reaches of the North Woods to find
our tree. Once found, it wasn’t simply a matter of cutting the tree down: a haul-road
had to be built through the forest. Finally finding our tree, they managed to bring it
down without damage. A bulldozer carefully pulled it to the nearest railroad siding,
where it was laboriously loaded onto two flatcars and lashed into place. The railroad
routing would eventually use tracks of eight different rail systems before reaching
Tampa. Handily, in Tampa, a railroad line crossed Franklin Street at the intersection
where we wanted the tree.
There was press coverage galore as the tree embarked on its historic trek to
Tampa. We sighed with relief when railroad authorities phoned to tell us that our
prized tree was on its way. A couple of days later, our ebullience was dashed when we
received a distressing report from a small local radio station in central Indiana. They
advised us that the tree, going around a very sharp bend of track just outside their
town, had broken in half!
Joe Mickler, who had made the arrangements for getting us the tree, immediately
called his Minnesota association contacts. They pleaded with the Governor until he
finally prevailed on the reluctant logging company to try once more.
They did so. In the meantime, however, the weather had changed and the
hastily-built haul-road was now a quagmire. But, despite the difficult conditions, they
set out to get us another tree. After again felling a huge hundred-footer successfully,
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a bulldozer started to ease the tree out of the forest. That is until the dozer sank,
irretrievably, in a sea of glutinous mud. According to a spokesman on the scene, only
the top of a forlorn vertical exhaust pipe was visible above the viscous muck. They
wouldn’t be able to get equipment in to extract their dozer until next spring, much
less get us our tree.
Hearing this, the Governor had had enough and backed off from giving
further assistance or encouragement to the project. News reports didn’t quote him,
but I imagine he probably said, “To hell with it!”
Fortunately, however, we live in a democracy. The Mayor of Duluth,
purportedly a hot political rival of the erstwhile governor, heard about our plight
and saw a golden opportunity to zap his political adversary. In a show of bravado,
the mayor found a suitable tree in suburban Fond du Lac. Under his direction, it was
felled and shipped. Although it was not quite as tall as the first tree, it managed to
make the trip unscathed, and we were suitably grateful and appreciative. We were
naive enough to think that our troubles with the tree were over.
The afternoon the tree arrived in downtown Tampa, a host of news media
were on hand to cover the event. Our utility company, Tampa Electric, had several of
their largest cherry-pickers and cranes standing by to lift the tree out of the extended
flatcar (using one long railroad car instead of two regular size cars had solved the
breakage problem). Once the tree was raised, guy wires would hold it in place.
We watched the tree-raising operation in fascination as the cranes carefully
inched it up to a fully vertical position; and then men in the cherry picker buckets
affixed guy wires to its top. This was a rather dicey undertaking since strong,
capricious winds tend to roar down the funnel created by buildings along Franklin
Street. Despite staunchly secured guy wires, the tree threatened to fall over. With each
blast of wind, it lurched and the bottom of the tree started squiggling around. We
quickly realized that something needed to be done to stabilize its base, particularly
when more than a ton of light-strings had yet to be added. The tree’s lowest branches
stood about six feet above street-level; under them, several men stalked around the
trunk studying the situation.
Soon, one of the electric company engineers came up with a solution. But
it was one which would require city approval. They wanted to cut out a circle of
pavement, the diameter of the tree trunk base, and remove its sub-base roadbed to the
depth of two feet. Once the tree’s base was lowered and wedged into the custom-cut
indentation, there would be enough holding power to keep the base firmly in place.
So, a delegation tromped off to City Hall to get Mayor Nuccio’s permission.
It didn’t seem like too big a deal to the mayor, so he gave approval. In retrospect, he
should have consulted one of his department heads, but I think the Snow Show Devil
was working to preclude this.
As the tree was hoisted up and aside from its designated target spot, a City
Works crew commenced chopping out the circle. When the hole was two feet deep,
the cranes started moving the tree back into place directly above it. When everything
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The cursed Christmas tree. The tree is shown here still on its flatcar awaiting a crane to raise it into its
final position in the intersection of Polk and Franklin Streets. The eighty foot monster would be a bane to
Hilton’s existence during the Snow Show.

was perfectly aligned, the project boss waved a leather-gloved hand to the crane
operators and the tree was lowered slowly until it touched bottom.
With the base firmly settled in its new niche, guy wires were re-tightened,
and all seemed in good order. The project boss signaled the crane operators to release
tension on the hoist cables holding the tree so that men in the cherry-pickers could
loosen and remove them.
With the tension gone, all of a sudden there was a huge CRAAACK!
WHOOSH! PLUNK! Gurgle, gurgle.
Because of the weight of our giant tree, its trunk had broken through the
remaining roadbed and had shot straight through until it penetrated and broke open
the main sewerage line serving downtown Tampa. A surge of disgusting goo oozed up
from around the tree, gushing up and swirling over the tree’s lowest branches which
now rested flat on the roadway; the trunk was no longer visible at all. Unaccountably
(and I thought, undeservedly), people started giving me dirty looks as the odious,
repugnant glop slurped relentlessly over gutters onto sidewalks.
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When I saw a reporter and a TV news team looking down aghast at their
squishy, crud-encrusted shoes, I should have had an inkling of what kind of news
coverage the Snow Show would receive from then on.
At this point, I should mention that those of us from our agency involved with
the Snow Show wore identifying green-and-white Afrika Korps pith helmets. Because
the show covered so much ground, we wanted to be easily recognizable and accessible
if problems arose. Of course, if we’d only known the extent of the problems to come,
we never would have wanted to be recognizable or accessible!
After several days of street repair, street and sidewalk cleaning, and tree
“refreshing,” our tree was finally in place and decorated. I tried not to walk anywhere
near the tree for the remainder of the Snow Show.
It was out to get me.
* * *

With the imminent arrival of our six penguins and six deer, we had built two
quaint little enclosures, standing side-by-side. For all practical purposes, they were
doomed to remain vacant.
We were looking forward particularly to the arrival of the penguins. It was
with dismay that we listened to the heartfelt lamentations of Dr. Raitano, the man
underwriting the generous gift, as he said, “I got the bird from Lima!” According to
a cable from Pan American Airways, the penguins had left Buenos Aires on schedule.
But authorities in Lima, Peru, one of the plane’s stops on the way to Miami, had
forced the removal of the penguins from the plane. They were now held in indefinite
quarantine because of a Parrot Fever threat. So we were left with an empty penguin
pen.
As disappointed as we were at losing the penguins, we knew that we would
have no problem with the six Bambi-like deer from Louisiana. The reason we knew
this was because they had arrived a week early. The deer had been turned loose in the
fenced-in expanses of Lowry Park, to be collected later, a day or two before the Snow
Show was to start.
Early on Tuesday morning, the day before the show’s grand opening, several
men from the Parks Department appeared in my office. They were grungy, unshaven,
and unsmiling. It seems that the evening before, four of them, in two jeeps, had set
out to round up our deer. They started while it was still light, but their intention of
quickly corralling the deer proved difficult. The chase went on well into the night.
Two deer, frightened silly by the jeeps’ headlights, ran into the park’s perimeter fence
and were so badly hurt they had to be shot. A third deer, evidently frightened far
worse than the other two, ran full blast into a tree, killing itself.
At this point, the appalled and saddened men, lovers of animals, called off the
chase. As far as I know, the other three deer are still happily roaming the woods of
Lowry Park. And we now had another empty animal enclosure on Franklin Street.
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While all of this was going on, City Ice Company had been busy on Franklin
Street, lining the bottom of the ski run trough with its ice-block base and blowing
snow in on top of it until snow reached the chute’s height of four feet. The last thing
for them to do would be icing down the slide.
Feeling somewhat out of sorts because of the unexpected glitches, I drove
downtown mid-afternoon so I could make a last-minute inspection. I wanted to make
damn sure everything else would be ready for the morrow, Wednesday morning. I
would just have time to do this before going to the airport to pick up our Olympic
skier, Lief Svendsen.
I started my inspection tour walking north from the south end. The seal pool
was in place ready for the seals, and snow was already banked around it. Next, I
chatted with Jack Kelly as his crew put the finishing touches on the skating rink
and stage which stood about four-feet high. A little further up the street was the
band stand, where Jack Golly was busy testing his band’s electronic equipment and
speakers.
As I approached the ski slide, a City Ice crew was just beginning to blast
snow on the five story slide’s chicken wire covering. And the block-and-a-half run
was almost completely filled with snow. Already there was a huge crowd there just
to watch what was happening. TV news crews were working with isolated groups
of children, capturing them while they played in small piles of snow which City Ice
crews had happily sprayed on the street for them.
At the end of the ski run, I cast a wary glance as I passed by our bedeviled
Christmas tree. But, in all of its beautifully decorated eighty feet, it was
magnificent.
Nearby, Santa’s throne, attractively centered in a cute little elf ’s house, was
ready for Santa and the children.
I gave the last block of the Snow Show’s five-block run scant attention. The
forlorn, empty penguin and deer enclosures depressed me. But all in all, things
seemed as if they would be as ready as we could hope for. So I turned around and
headed back for my car.
Coming up on First Federal’s downtown office, their Time-and-Temperature
sign caught my eye. It was 4:25 PM, time for me to head to the airport to pick up
our star Norwegian skier.
Then I saw the temperature reading flick on the sign. It showed eighty-six
degrees. Even though I’d been pretty oblivious of the weather with so much on my
mind, I shook my head in disbelief. All I cared about was that the weather forecast
called for clear skies, but this was ridiculous. I concluded that the darn sign must
be broken … what the heck, it was November, and late in the afternoon at that. It
couldn’t possibly be right.
It wasn’t until I was in my car on the way to the airport, listening to the radio,
that it hit me.
The announcer’s syrupy voice masked a bombshell.
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“…and all you folks on bright and sunny Tampa Bay, just wait ‘til you hear tomorrow’s
sensational forecast. The ole’ mercury’s going to top out at an unseasonable, summer
like eight-nine degrees! And, you know what, guys and gals? It could even be higher!”
Gulp.
HUNKERING DOWN FOR THE APPROACHING STORM
Like Lindbergh’s mid-ocean thoughts, as he made the first-ever transatlantic
flight, it was also our point-of no-return. We were committed. At ten o’clock the next
morning, for better or worse, the Snow Show was going to happen. Realizing there
was no turning back, I decided to forget possible further problems. So when I set
out to pick up Svendsen at Tampa International Airport, I geared myself to be full of
good cheer and warmth when I welcomed him.
This was before Tampa’s marvelous new airport terminal had been built. All
the boarding and debarkation gates were outside. As I checked at the airline counter
to see what gate his plane would be using, a ticket agent asked me if I was there to
see the Olympic skier. After I nodded, she puzzled me by saying, “Just follow the
crowd.”
Sure enough, the gate was inundated with people of every age, kiddies on
fathers’ shoulders, and some people even wearing ski masks and snow caps. I don’t
know how they found out when he was arriving, but their presence gave me quite a
boost just when I needed it. If this was any indication, the Snow Show would attract
substantial crowds. The surge of people was packed so tightly around the gate that
TV film crews had trouble getting through. TV crews? How the hell did they find out
about his arrival?
At any rate, when the last of the passengers streamed down the airliner’s mobile
ramp, there were murmurings of disappointment when it appeared as if Svendsen
had missed the flight. And then there was an audible gasp as the crowds saw our tall,
blonde, handsome Norwegian skiing star appear at the top of the ramp with a pair
of skis slung over his shoulder. I got another jolt of renewed confidence as I saw him
smiling, signing autographs, and adroitly handling the admiring crowd.
I drove Leif down to the Thomas Jefferson Hotel, where he would be staying,
courtesy of Jack Bradford, its manager. Leif smiled when we drove up in front: the
exterior of the entire ground floor had been covered with an alpine-chalet façade; and
the hotel sign had been changed to read “THOMAS JEFFERSON SKI LODGE”.
That evening, a gala reception and cocktail party was held at the hotel in
honor of major Snow Show supporters and our distinguished guests. It was a welcome
relief to see all our stars in attendance … St.Paul’s Queen of the Snows, Miss U.S.A.,
Quebec’s Christmas Snowman, and, of course, Leif Svendsen. And for some reason,
Georgia’s “Peach Queen” showed up. Anyhow, nobody enjoyed themselves more than
my mentor, Harold Wolf, and myself. It was a good thing. It was to be the last fun
we’d have for quite a while.
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After the reception, a pared-down group of twenty headed out to Leo’s Steak
House. During dinner, I watched the clock pretty carefully because I wanted all
our celebrities to get a good night’s rest before the next day’s hectic show-opening
activities. About midnight, I pulled Leif aside, we made our exit, and we drove back
to his hotel alone.
On the way back downtown, Leif asked if we could stop by the ski slide. He
hadn’t seen it yet and wanted to get a better idea of what it was like. Although we had
mailed construction progress photos to him at his office in Copenhagen, he had not
seen it in its completed form.
I parked my car on a side street and we walked up to the looming structure.
At night, in shadowed, near-deserted, formidable solitude, its looming five-story
height seemed much taller. As we approached, we could hear, and then see, that a
City Ice crew was busy applying another coating of snow to the slide. Leif watched
silently for awhile, then walked up to the trough of the ski run and took a handful of
shaved ice, peering at it studiously. He brushed his hands off and then slowly walked
down the length of the four- hundred foot run, scanning it with a facial expression
I couldn’t interpret. Finally, he walked back to the bottom of the slide and climbed
about twenty feet up the stairs which paralleled the slide. Intently, he leaned over to
study the slide’s surface. He dug his fingers down into the snow until the chickenwire base which held it in place was visible.
After staring down and examining it for a few moments, he very carefully
brushed snow back into the little gouge he had made. With a serious, thoughtful
look on his face, he descended to street level and started to walk up to me. I dreaded
to hear what he might think about the ski slide and ski run. I know what I was
beginning to think: that it was a dumb, crazy, wild, crackbrained idea that should
have never seen the light of day.
Leif held out his hand to me. The horrifying thought struck me that maybe he
was going to say “Goodbye!” and head right back to Copenhagen.
His deadpan expression broke into a hearty grin as he pumped my hand. In
his lilting Norwegian accent, he said, “It’s not a real ski yump, but it’s wuuunerful!”
So I took Leif to the Jefferson “Ski Lodge,” hoping he would get a good night’s
sleep. I could use one, too.
THE HERALDED STORM ARRIVES
This was the day!
If all went according to schedule, in a few minutes, at ten o’clock, Mayor
Nuccio would be standing in the center of the pedestrian overpass which spanned
over the ski and toboggan run. Beside him would be Sally Shields, lovely Queen of
the Snows. At the signal of the band playing a specially-arranged Christmas musical
fanfare, Nuccio would hand her the keys to the city, and with a wave of her bejeweled
wand, she would signal the official opening of the Snow Show.
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After a few welcoming comments from the mayor and the queen, another
stirring fanfare would announce the arrival of Santa Claus. Gee-Gee, commanding
her team of fifteen frisky huskies, would race down the snow run, and Santa would
be her passenger on the dog sled, waving to his cheering fans.
And then the highlight of the festivities would be Leif Svendsen’s daring run
down the daunting ski slide to the thunderous accolades of the huge crowd.
At any rate, this was the scenario I ran through as I waited for Leif to come
down from his hotel suite. Things on Franklin Street were in good hands, with my
production manager, Jim MacGregor, and several others from the agency on the
scene. On my rounds before coming to the hotel, I had received several messages to
get in touch with Jim as soon as possible; he’d been calling from a Franklin Street
phone booth. Every time I had tried to call him at that number, the line was busy.
And now, Jack Bradford, manager of the Jefferson, advised me that Jim had called
saying it was urgent that I talk with him.
But, I knew I’d soon see Jim on Franklin Street somewhere. I was beginning to
get nervous waiting for Leif, anxious to get going, when he strode out of the elevator,
skis over his shoulder, handsomely attired in navy blue ski pants, ski boots, and a
knit red-white-and-blue reindeer ski sweater. Just seeing his professional, confident
demeanor made me feel better.
Since the hotel was only two blocks from the stretch on Franklin Street blocked
off for the Snow Show, we decided to walk the short distance.
The first thing that struck us was the number of people milling about …
far and away more people than we had imagined would turn out for the opening.
A captain of police, spotting me in my identifying bright green Afrika Korps pith
helmet, came up to me, scowling. I introduced him to Leif, and then asked if
something was wrong.
So far, he complained, there were more than twenty thousand people on hand.
He berated me for not giving them adequate warning about the number of people
expected. As a result, he was having trouble finding enough officers to bring to the
scene. In fact, we had alerted him to the possibility of a large crowd for that evening’s
festivities; but we had also, in fact, underestimated the appeal of the daytime opening
ceremony. So I offered as much of an apology as I could under the tumultuous
circumstances, which he accepted.
Then, just as he started to stride away, he stopped and turned around. “I guess
I should apologize, too, Mr. Hilton. I’m going to have to reprimand the officers who
were supposed to be guarding your slide last night.” With that, he disappeared into
the jostling crowd.
Leif and I stared at each other, wondering just what in hell all that was about!
We steeled ourselves and elbowed our way forward to the base of the slide. And
there was Jim MacGregor sadly shaking his pith-helmeted head. I grabbed his arm,
searched his eyes for some clue, and asked, “What’s wrong?”
He didn’t say a word, just pointed up at the slide.
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Though the ski slide was a favorite with Snow Show attendees, it proved too difficult to maintain and,
consequently, too dangerous to operate. The Exchange National Bank building can be seen just behind
the slide.

There was hardly any snow or ice on the slide! Most of what was visible was
chicken wire. Then Jim pointed to one of our four toboggans. It lay flopped over
disconsolately on the beat-up snow in the ski run.
I looked balefully at Leif, only to be greeted by another of his inscrutable looks
and utter silence.
A policeman, standing next to Jim, spoke. “If it’s any solace, we’ve found the
perpetrators.”
My God, I thought, the Snow Show is going to have perpetrators? My wonderful,
idyllic, Peace-On-Earth, family holiday-festival is going to have PERPETRATORS?
After I simmered down, the policeman explained that six students from the
University of Tampa had “borrowed” one of our toboggans. This happened around
five in the morning. Despite warning signs on the slide stating that no one would
be allowed on the slide without first signing a waiver form, they spent an hour or
so making a half-dozen runs from the top of the slide. In the process, they managed
to knock loose most of the snow on the slide we had so carefully prepared for our
internationally famous skier. While alluding to the seriousness of the young people’s
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actions, the officer tried hard to mask a smile as he said, “I think they had a pretty
good time.”
Tampa Federal’s carillon bells, a downtown institution, pealed out the news
that it was ten o’clock. Quickly, Jim reassured me that everything was all set, everyone
in place … the mayor, Queen of the Snows, Gee-Gee, and Santa Claus. All that was
lacking was Leif Svendsen at the top of the ski slide.
I could hear Hank Allen, a close friend we had hired to be the Snow Show’s
official announcer, pattering away over the loudspeaker system to fill time. For,
nothing was going to happen until he received a go-ahead signal from me. Upon
seeing that, he would introduce the mayor.
I looked at Leif and shrugged my shoulders. What should we do? It wasn’t just
a matter of there being hardly any snow on the slide: the street-level length of the run
was in rough condition. High temperatures, combined with the tromping around the
young students had done, had turned the run’s surface into a rough, bumpy, hard,
icy stretch. In fact, all of our “snow” was quickly becoming a mush that then quickly
compacted into translucent ice.
Leif put a hand on my shoulder and told me that skiing down on the wirecovering would not be a problem for him. And he said he’d skied on ice before. I
thought he was kidding. But he convinced me he was serious.
By this time, the crowd was getting restless. Many were from downtown offices;
they had snuck away from work just long enough to see the opening ceremonies. But
mostly, they had come to see the skier.
So, adding my moral support, I climbed the five-story length of stairs with Leif.
I gave Hank Allen our prearranged signal to start, and the cacophonic, intermingling
sounds of the band, Hank’s voice, the mayor, Sally Shields, barking huskies, more
orchestral fanfares, and crowd noises swirled in my head as we trudged upward. I
continued to be worried about whether to let Leif ski down the denuded ramp or
not.
Once before, I had climbed to the top platform of the slide. It’s one thing to
be standing on the fifth floor of a solidly-constructed building. It’s quite another to
be atop an openwork structure made out of pipe-like scaffolding sections: its web-like
appearance hardly assures one of stability. And today, the wind was very brisk, gusting
to twenty miles an hour, making the structure (and me) shake timorously. I tried to
don a brave façade for the hundreds of faces staring out at us from windows in the
upper floors of nearby office buildings.
From our lofty perch, I looked down at the pedestrian overpass a block further
up Franklin Street. Gee-Gee was just unloading Santa from the dog sled and Santa
was hamming it up for the kids. I gave another signal to Hank, letting him know
that Leif was, indeed, going to ski down the chicken-wire and snow-splotched slide. I
glimpsed an ambulance parked at the corner of a side street; while I knew it was there
to handle any problem with illness or accidents in the crowds, I was glad it was there
in case Leif misjudged his ability to cope with our damaged-goods slide.
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As Leif painstakingly strapped on his skis, a stirring, mother-of-all-fanfares
quieted the growing audience. Leif smiled puckishly and suggested that he was taking
much longer than usual to get prepared for the run, “To build suspense, ja?”
Hank Allen took the opportunity to enhance the crowd’s anxiety, citing facts
and figures about the slide’s height, the speed Svendsen would attain on the way
down, the problem with such a gusty day, and anything else he could think of to whet
their appetite for disaster.
Finally, Leif stood erect, waved to the crowd below and grabbed his ski-poles.
Hank put down the microphone, another fanfare sounded, and an expectant hush
settled over Franklin Street.
Leif jabbed his ski-poles into the wooden platform and shot out into space,
swooping down and landing on the sloping, barren, wire surface. He raced down the
two-hundred foot slide to the excited screams of the crowd, hit the icy ski run at the
bottom, careened unsteadily for a hundred feet or more, and then tumbled headover-heels, skis and poles flying, to the horrified gasps of the onlookers. Despite the
fact that First Federal’s Time-and-Temperature sign showed eighty-eight degrees, the
sweltering crowd was frozen in shocked silence, waiting to see if Svendsen would
move. He had slammed into a section of the retaining wall where it was exposed
because of a low spot in the snow. Several people reached over the side of the chute
to try to help him.
I bounded down the steps of the slide as fast as I could. Once down, I slipped
and slid my way up the run to him. Slowly, he stood up, shook himself a little, and
then gave the crowd a big smile and a wave with his ski poles. Before I could ask him
how he was, he admonished me. “I wish you hadn’t done that, Howard.”
“What?”, fearful of his answer.
“You should have stayed up there. I’m going to try it again and do it right!”
And he did. Flawlessly.
If the cheers accompanying his first attempt had been loud, his second run
prompted a truly deafening roar from the appreciative, sun-baked audience. We’d
billed him as a “champion.” And he’d certainly proven that he deserved the title.
As Leif gathered his equipment and started to return to his hotel (with a parade of
admirers streaming behind him … mostly young women, of course), he asked me,
“Can you get some more snow put on the slide before I do it again tonight?”
* * *

Despite the glitch with the snowless slide, opening ceremonies had gone very
well. The crowd seemed happy and enthusiastic, and a large number of people stayed
on to watch toboggan teams compete. We were a little apprehensive about the idea of
letting the toboggans be used with no ice on the slide. But it seemed much safer than
skiing down it. So we gave the first scheduled group of tobogganers, three teams from
Theta Chi fraternity at the University of Tampa, the go-ahead.
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The toboggan contests were not meant to be races against time; rather, the
object was to see which team could make the longest run. The four-man crew of the
first toboggan tipped its prow over the edge of the top platform and commenced to
race down the slide. As they reached the bottom where it leveled out into the run,
there was a drop in the height of the snow in the chute, since it was melting. They
hit the depression and the speeding sled skittered and slued on the icy crust for several
hundred feet, finally lurching over amid tumbling bodies.
We signaled for the second team at the top to wait while we checked for
injuries. Seeing that all four riders were all right, we hunted down several workers
from City Ice Company and had them shovel more snow into the abrupt depression,
a little gully, at the bottom of the slide. Emmett Stewart, City Ice president, cornered
me while his men smoothed out the trough’s surface. “The wind’s so strong and the
temperature’s so high that we’re losing ice faster from melting and evaporation than
we can replace it.”
I was taken aback. I’d seen his blowers busy at the far end of the run and had
assumed everything was as it should be. “What are you getting at?”
“I think you ought to forget about trying to ice-down the slide and just let us
keep the trough filled up as best we can.”
I had to think about that. Meanwhile, the crowd, as well as the waiting toboggan
team, was anxious for things to get moving again. With the snow at the bottom of the
slide repaired, we told the next toboggan team they could come ahead.
The second team, atop the platform, having seen how far the first group went,
started their run with the assist of a large push from the last two men before they
jumped on the moving sled. It tore down the slide at an alarming speed. When it
hit the toboggan run, it became instantly evident that the workers had shoveled too
much ice, building it up too high. The toboggan seemed to become airborne. It
skittered sideways, crashing into the exposed wall of the chute. With a jarring thud,
the four riders were thrown off the sled, over the wall, down into spectators, and onto
the street.
The toboggan was a pitiful sight, splintered beyond repair. Miraculously, the
four young men suffered only a few scrapes. Luckily, none of the spectators had been
hurt. It frightened us enough that we called a temporary halt to any other activity on
the slide. I hunted down Harold Wolf and several other members of the Snow Show
Committee and they agreed with our thinking. We would use the time to properly
build up the snow. There were plenty of other activities to occupy the crowds.
Besides, the biggest crowds wouldn’t be arriving until early evening, when the
mayor and Queen of the Snows were due to turn on our Christmas tree lights and the
first Ice Frolics skating show would take place.
I hastened to the Thomas Jefferson Hotel and met with Leif, informing him
that he had, indeed, more than fulfilled what we expected of him. We were not going
to let him ski down the slide again. Even though he protested, I detected a stifled sigh
of relief.
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I spent most of the afternoon at our office, meeting with my partner, Bill Gray.
I was glad to get away from the pressures downtown at the site of the Snow Show,
knowing I would have my hands full that night. Bill, who had been very involved
in the formation of Snow Show plans, was now spending much of his time holding
down the fort with our other clients while I was charged with the show’s execution.
His calm demeanor was a most welcome relief from the events of my calamitous
morning.
Later in the afternoon, I stopped by my house to shower, change clothes, and
have a quick snack before heading downtown. I was just in time to hear my children
screaming that I was on the six o’clock TV news. On all three channels. Complete
with tumbling skier, smashed toboggan, flying bodies, massive crowds, and lots of
close-ups of dripping, melting ice and snow. The news people were having a ball.
Realizing how crowded downtown would be that night, I decided to bring
my wife, Dottie, and our three young children with me, rather than have them drive
down separately. Arriving there, the police were out in droves, and they had effectively
sealed off the area around Franklin Street. As we approached the Thomas Jefferson,
where I had a parking space reserved, we had to go through a police barricade. When
I identified myself to the policeman, he had a short discussion with another officer
standing beside him. Then he turned to me, raising a sympathetic eyebrow, “The
captain’s been looking all over for you. You’d better find him, he’s hot!”
Dottie and I, with children in tow, inched our way through the crowds toward
the slide which loomed ominously in the unforgiving glare of floodlights. The fiveblock stretch of Franklin Street was wall-to-wall with people, many more than had
ever congregated downtown before. Despite the close quarters, people appeared to be
in a gay, festive mood.
That did not include the captain. Spotting me, he took me by the elbow and
ushered me under the framework of the slide’s scaffolding, probably the only spot
of privacy in the entire downtown area. I was surprised to see Hank Allen following
us; he was supposed to be at the microphone on the overpass. Hank shrugged his
shoulders as I gave him an inquiring look.
“Look, you two,” the captain bore in on us, “we’ve got maybe fifty thousand
people crammed in here already. Tonight’s show hasn’t even started yet, and we’ve
made a half-dozen arrests of people throwing ice balls, not to mention several broken
store windows. This thing can easily get out of control.”
He zeroed in on Hank, “You are going to have to stay calm and be very careful
on the microphone … you’re our main hope of keeping things under control. With
the heat and all the pressure of people being squashed together, they’re not going to
stay in a good mood for very long.”
I turned to Hank, “Let’s try to get the official part of the program over as fast
as possible.”
“What’s that entail?” the captain asked.
“Hank will introduce Nuccio … after that, Nuccio and the Snow Queen will

Published by Scholar Commons, 2008

21

Tampa Bay History, Vol. 22 [2008], Iss. 1, Art. 8

112

Tampa Bay History

press a button and the Christmas tree will light up. Then Santa will come in again on
the dog sled, just like this morning.” I turned back to Hank, “As soon as Santa arrives,
introduce the Ice Frolics show.”
Hank studied his program schedule. “Hey! You’ve forgotten about the skier.
That’s what most people are down here to see.”
“He’s not going to do it. It’s too dangerous.”
The captain added, “I agree. If you’ll look at the slide, you’ll see we’ve strung
a rope across the bottom with a sign on it. We’ve officially shut the slide down …
no more activity will be allowed on it tonight. If you’re able to get it iced up for
tomorrow, it can be open for business again.”
Allen, a veteran in broadcasting, scowled. “How am I supposed to keep the
crowd happy when they came here to see action on the slide?”
The captain countered, “There are plenty of other things to hold their
attention.”
Hank scoffed, “Nonsense! Sure, they’ll enjoy the ice show, and there’ll be some
interest in the tree-lighting and Santa Claus and dog sled rides. But the real interest
is in seeing people risking their necks going down the slide.”
It was getting too close to the advertised start of the seven o’clock program for
us to continue our discussion. The mayor and guest celebrities were gathered on the
pedestrian overpass, and, for all intents and purposes, the crowd was as big as it was
going to get. Too big. So I told Hank he was going to have to tell the crowd that there
would be no skiing or tobogganing tonight.
I did this with some reservations, realizing that we had been running radio
and TV spots all day long promoting tonight’s event, which included Svendsen skiing
… and I was sure that the six o’clock newscasts must have created additional interest.
But surely, if Hank explained to the crowd what the situation was, people would
understand. After all, like the captain said, there were plenty of other things to keep
people amused. Right?
***

Hank, plowing behind two policemen who were making a wedge through the
crowd for him, finally got back to the overpass. At the appointed time, he introduced
Jack Golly’s band, The Showmen, and four searchlights lit up the sky like a Hollywood
extravaganza. When Golly’s “Winter Wonderland” overture was over, Hank zipped
through the program as fast as practical. Celebrities were saluted, the Christmas tree
lights were turned on, Santa and the sled dogs made their evening entrance, and
Hank gave a showbiz build-up for Jack Kelly’s Ice Frolics.
Kelly’s twenty-skater troupe swirled out from behind the stage’s curtain, as
The Showmen played the score of their forty-five minute performance. Twenty
minutes into it, with almost the entire troupe on the ice, it happened. When the ice
performance started, the crowd, already packed like sardines, pressed forward, trying
to get closer to the skating rink’s platform. They pushed forward so hard that the
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This is one of the Chamber of Commerce-style photographs that the Snow Show organizers had hoped
would come out of their winter carnival. These children playing in the “snow” had little idea, or little care,
about the problems plaguing the event.

front row of people was crushed up against the edge of the four-foot high stage. They
were jammed in so tight that they couldn’t move.
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As skaters went into their exciting first-half finale, their sequined costumes
and flashing skates twirled and spun in ever-increasing intensity. A skater near the
edge of the stage, spinning in a dizzying kaleidoscope of sparkles, probably never saw
the woman she hit. Just as the skater reached the height of her crescendo, a woman’s
upper body was pushed forward, over the edge of the stage. The performer’s skate,
like a scythe, slit the woman’s forehead. Amid shouts and screams, the skaters and
music abruptly stopped. Within moments, the sound of wailing sirens echoed up
and down Franklin Street. Ambulances inched forward through the crowds, flashing
lights and blowing horns, blasting their way ahead. Paramedics were finally able to
tend to the woman, aided by several doctors who happened to be in the audience.
Quickly, she was rushed off to Tampa General Hospital.
At this juncture, the mood of the crowd was beginning to change. The upbeat,
festive air had begun to disappear as people spoke in quiet voices. Initial word was
received from Tampa General and Hank Allen immediately announced that the
woman’s wound was not serious. The Ice Frolics, however, suspended the rest of their
show for the evening, their performers-being too upset to continue. Understandably,
they had no wish to continue with the audience actually brimming over onto the
edges of their stage.
But Hank Allen was left with another unpleasant task. He had yet to announce
that the slide would not be used tonight. We hoped for the crowd’s understanding.
The minute Hank announced that the slide was closed, a roar of disapproval
rang out from the throngs. Boos, catcalls, and shouting turned Franklin Street into
bedlam. The crowd started to get surly, demanding to see the action they had been
promised. Responding to the uproar, Hank tried to placate the seething mass of
people.
While I discussed the nasty turn of events with Harold Wolf and the police
captain, Jack Golly’s band was stalling, playing every winter-oriented song you ever
heard. Finally, I turned away from them and found Dottie, standing next to Jim
MacGregor. I asked her for the keys to our car, which I had given to her thinking she
and the children would be leaving for home earlier than I would.
“What are you going to do?” She was as nervous and upset with the tenor of
the crowd as I was.
I explained that there was going to be big trouble if someone didn’t go down
the slide. I didn’t go so far as to say “a riot,” but the possibility lurked in the back of my
mind. Rather than waste time talking about it, I was going to do it. Despite the fact
the police had closed it. Dottie was worried, but she knew I was hell-bent to do it.
I told Jim to tell Hank that there was going to be a toboggan run tonight, and
for God’s sake, tell the crowd about it fast and cool ‘em down. I got the car and raced
down to the estuary, a short drive away. In no time at all, I picked up three rather
disreputable seamen along the docks. I offered them each five dollars to go down the
slide with me on a toboggan. Based on the fumes coming from them, I thought they
would be suitably relaxed.
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When I got back to Franklin Street with them, I had two immediate problems.
The first one was embodied in my friend, the police captain. He reiterated, forcefully,
that the slide was closed, telling me that I could not go down. I knew there was no
time to argue it out with him. “You know as well as I do why everybody is here.” I
challenged him, “Are you prepared to handle this crowd if they don’t get their wish?”
He stared at me for a long moment. Then he walked over and untied the rope
across the slide. Receiving his unstated approval, I signaled Hank Allen to announce
the toboggan run. He did, and right behind that, Golly’s band played a fanfare. At
this point it was already past nine o’clock, the scheduled closing time of Snow Show
activities.
My second problem was more difficult. My three mercenaries had a sudden
change of heart when they saw the five-story slide. It was not quite what they had
imagined for a pleasant little sled ride. Since nothing was happening on the slide, the
crowd started getting restless again as I argued and pleaded with them. Another futile
fanfare sounded while I cajoled the sailors, increasing my offer to ten dollars each.
Looking up at the brooding structure, they still didn’t want to go up … much
less, down. According to a Tampa Tribune article the next morning, no less than
six fanfares were played before anything happened. At any rate, the crowd around
us, hearing my pleading, started to taunt the reticent men. The threesome finally
succumbed to this peer pressure and, pulling a toboggan behind us, we made our way
up the steps of the ramp, buoyed by the cheers of the crowd.
Reaching the top, it seemed much higher to me than it had in daylight. We
steeled our nerves and lowered ourselves onto the toboggan, with me in front and the
men behind clutching each other for dear life. A final fanfare blared out and we shot
down the slide. All I remember now is a visual blur and that it went very quickly.
We made a good, straight run without tipping over or hitting anything. I was left,
however, with a reminder of the experience for several weeks. In holding the side
ropes which ran along the edge of the toboggan, my knuckles were scrapped raw by
the chicken wire covering the slide.
Even after the run, the crowd tended to linger. The same Tampa Tribune article
reported the situation accurately: “By 10 P.M., Master of Ceremonies Henry Allen
was pleading with people to ‘Go home!’. By that hour, the workmen wanted to come
in and start laying down more snow on the ski-run, but were unable to because the
crowds remained.”
But we’d survived opening day.
ANOTHER DEVASTATING FRONT BLASTS THROUGH
Although I was exhausted, sleep was hard to come by. The eleven o’clock
nightly news had treated the show very harshly, showing ambulances with sirens
screaming, close-ups of the woman’s bloody forehead, pictures of policemen ushering
away youthful offenders who’d been arrested for throwing ice balls, smashed store
windows, and so on. It was one of those nights when you are glad it ends.
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The next morning’s Tribune articles were much kinder to us. So it was with a
small measure of precautionary optimism that I drove downtown. And I felt much
better when I saw that Emmett Stewart’s men had, indeed, re-iced the slide. It looked
like we had wanted it to look for the opening day. At least something was going
right.
So the officials, seeing that the slide and run had been refurbished with fresh
snow, gave us the go-ahead to resume tobogganing. The first group scheduled for
Thursday morning came from Tampa Business College. For the second day, a large
crowd was downtown.
Hank Allen, at the microphone once again, announced the name of the group
on the toboggan and told them to make their run. The first toboggan, with four
young men aboard, sped down the ramp. Reaching the run, it promptly flipped over
and spewed the riders into the side of the plywood retaining walls.
It turned out that they weren’t hurt, but I’d had enough. I charged off to Wolf
Brothers Men’s Store to find Harold Wolf. It didn’t take much convincing for him to
agree to closing the slide again while we re-thought the entire situation. Maybe we
could build some sort of channel in the chute to keep the toboggans from straying.
As I strode purposefully back to close the slide, I heard the crowd roaring as
another toboggan made a run. An ominous silence followed the roaring … and then
a thousand gasps swelled the air. I was too late. This time there were serious injuries.
Four Business College students, two young women and two young men, hit
the bottom of the slide with a jarring thump. The toboggan went out of control,
flipping and smashing into the side walls. It was immediately obvious that the two
women were hurt.
Once again, the sound of ambulance sirens echoed down Franklin Street. A
paramedic, with no doctor immediately available, confirmed that one woman had a
possible broken back and the other had a possible concussion. The youngster with
the back injury was kept flat on the toboggan and loaded into an ambulance, while
her friend was helped into another ambulance.
My first concern was the well-being of the injured women. But I also dreaded
what the news media were going to do with this new happening. I thanked heaven
for our million-dollar Lloyds of London insurance policy.
News travels fast, and it took very little time for State Attorney Red McEwen
and Justice of the Peace W. Marion Hendry to arrive at the scene of the accident.
Harold Wolf, several other Snow Show Committee members, and I had no quarrel
with their decision: The slide would be closed, permanently. Within a half-hour, a
carpenter had nailed a wooden barricade across the slide, and a sign painter from
Maas Brothers Department Store was enlisted to make signs so stating.
As if the tragic accident wasn’t enough of a worry, the temperature hit a record
high for the day and our snow trough was becoming icy mush once again. It was so
slippery that Gee-Gee and her huskies had a difficult time hauling children up and
down the run.
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And, of course, the melting snow made for great ice balls and temptation.
That night, a racial situation developed between two groups of boys; it got out of
hand before anyone could stop it. Before order was restored, the result was a number
of broken store windows, with goods inside the stores being damaged by the messy
ice balls.
I’m sure the television stations’ news departments thought the Snow Show was
the greatest thing to come along in ages. Just think what it was doing for ratings and
excitement.
SNOW GETS MESSIER THE LONGER IT HANGS AROUND
I was so punchy by this time, that the problems for the remainder of the show
seemed ludicrous in comparison to slit foreheads, broken backs, brain concussions,
and mini racial disturbances. You’ll notice that our fabled Christmas tree saga or the
“case of the missing wildlife” are hardly worth mentioning at this point.
I didn’t know it before, but one gains a sixth-sense about trouble. I knew
something else of note was going to happen when I noticed that the television news
teams, who were seemingly making a career of following me around, suddenly
departed for City Hall. As one of the cameramen rushed away, he told me there was
some kind of demonstration taking place.
Sure enough, fifteen minutes later, there came Mayor Nuccio, little black hat
perched atop his cigar-smoking visage, charging up Franklin Street from City Hall.
He was being followed by a phalanx of about thirty women, most taller than he was,
marching behind him in military precision. A sign of the times was the fact that
many of the women were wearing white gloves and hats.
We were soon to find out what it was all about. By now, after so much painful
TV and newspaper exposure, my face was known. And I was now the recipient of a
fusillade of dirty looks from a glaring delegation of women from the ASPCA. How
could we have done something to offend the local chapter of the American Society
for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals? Heck, we had no penguins, no deer …
what could the ASPCA possibly want with us now?
Spooked by previous visits from them, we followed warily as the grim-faced,
righteous delegation led our mayor to the seal tank. It seems that with all the activity
and troubles, we had been neglecting one of the Snow Show’s attractions that the
children loved most: the seals we had borrowed from Lowry Park Zoo. Admittedly,
we had been negligent about keeping snow piled up around the pool to keep the water
cool. But that wasn’t the problem. The pool was simply too shallow and portions of
the seals’ backs were exposed to the sun. Unfortunately, they now had the biggest
sun-blisters you’ve ever seen, resembling grapefruit halves. I felt awfully bad that we
hadn’t noticed them. So, we got a bigger pool, hired a veterinarian to treat the seals,
and, for the rest of the show, kept very close watch that the tank was filled with water
and banked with snow.
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City Ice Company crews worked night and day to keep pace with the melting ice, a result of the
unseasonably warm weather experienced during the Snow Show. City Ice ended up using 3 million pounds
of ice during the week long event.

The zoo, however, was not entirely unhappy. After all, their charges made the
nightly TV news when, once again, the media jumped allover us.
Of all the problems we had, I didn’t expect that Santa Claus would be one.
He wasn’t one. He was two. One morning, I got a phone call from my ex-boss,
Ray Hough, vice president and sales promotion manager of Maas Brothers. Ray was
steaming and asked that I come to his office at my first opportunity. It occurred to
me that maybe I’d left some sort of problem behind when I left Maas as advertising
director four months previously.
But no, it was the Snow Show again. It seems that one of our Santa Clauses
was the problem. According to Ray, when little children sat on his lap and listed
their wishes for Christmas, Santa was saying, “Of course! Pick out your gifts at Maas
Brothers, that’s what you’ll get!”
I thought it was kind of funny. But Ray explained that I was missing the
point. While the children were ecstatic, their irate mothers were beating Ray’s door
down, complaining. The women had worked up monumental snits because, when
they told their children the gifts would not be forthcoming, the children went into
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orbit, crying, and carrying on. As one enraged mother said, “I have no intention
of giving Herbie an electric train, bicycle, hunting rifle, motor scooter, and a year’s
supply of comic books!” Furthermore, as unfair as it was, the mothers were holding
Maas Brothers at fault.
So, I charged down to Santa’s throne and listened for a bit. Ray was right. Santa
was giving the store away, being the nicest Santa that there ever was. I dethroned him
as quickly and politely as possible and found a bit of privacy for us. And it became
immediately apparent that he had a snootful. While making for a very authentic
looking Santa, his rosy cheeks and nose were the result of nipping all day long. It was
then I discovered his inventive method of accomplishing surreptitious boozing while
ensconced on Santa’s throne. He had a flask stashed in his inside shirt pocket. And he
had a straw, hidden in his phony beard, stuck into the flask. Sip, sip!
Egads. What next?
***

Crowds at the Snow Show were leveling off from the heady heights of opening
day, so it wasn’t really a problem when we fired our tipsy Santa. We still had one
more. That is, we had one until several days later. Joe Lima, owner of Clark’s Credit
Clothiers, was kind enough to allow us to use a dressing room in his store for our
Santas to change into their costumes. This particular morning, uncharacteristically
strident, Joe called to say I should meet him at his store, adding that the police were
already there.
If I thought the other Santa was inventive, this one was several grades ahead.
Santa Number Two, supposedly changing clothes after work the previous evening,
had stayed, hidden in the dressing room, until after the store was closed for the night.
Then, sometime during the night, he brought out tools he had secreted and set to
work.
Clark’s was next door to Hayman’s Jewelry Store. Santa had evidently been
“casing the joint” and broke through the wall separating the two establishments,
leaving a Santa-size hole. The jewelry store was all but cleaned out. I’m sure someone
on that Santa’s list had a very merry Christmas, indeed.
***

A considerate man, hearing our plight when we were unable to round up our
deer for the show, decided to help us in our hour of need. He called to tell me that he
was the owner of an authentic Kiska deer … a real, honest-to-gosh Alaskan deer. He
allowed that he would be glad to let us borrow it for the remainder of the Snow Show.
With so many negative things having happened, we viewed this as a good omen.
So I accepted his offer and called to see if the people at the Parks Department,
who run the zoo, would pick it up and deliver it to our empty pen on Franklin Street.
They were glad to oblige since it was really their fault that we were without the deer
we had paid for.
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Later in the day, one of the parks people called. “Are you sure you want this

“Of course. Why wouldn’t I?”
He stammered for a moment. “Well … it’s different.”
“That’s because it’s from Alaska. It’s not like the deer we’re used to seeing.”
And I added, “Take it downtown and make sure there is plenty of water and feed in
the pen.”
“Okay, if you say so.”
I thought I would go look at it the next day. But I wasn’t allowed that privilege.
The phone rang and it was my nemesis, the ASPCA again. I couldn’t believe it.
“What’s wrong now?”
“If you don’t do something about that pathetic deer on Franklin Street, we’re
going to have you cited for animal abuse. This time you won’t escape!”
“What’s wrong with it?”
“Go see for yourself!”, and with that, she hung up.
So I did. It was the worst looking animal I had ever seen in my life. I’m not sure
exactly what mange looks like, but there were huge splotches of ugly, bare skin that
resembled a major case of Scarlet Fever. What little fur the poor creature had was
moth-eaten and mousy looking. In fact, several clumps of fur fell out while we looked
at it.
Before I had left the office, I asked my secretary to call the deer’s owner to
meet me downtown. Now, while I stood there looking at the appalling animal, the
owner arrived. Like the ASPCA, I felt compelled to ask the man to explain himself
about such brutal behavior to a dumb animal.
He was offended. “Hell, Barnaby is just molting. The Florida weather has his
system all screwed up … he thinks it’s spring.”
“Where did you ever get such a gawd-awful looking animal?” I was
incredulous.
He reached into the pen and stroked the deer’s twitching, runny nose. “I was
in Alaska on a huntin’ trip … had my telescopic sight all set on him. And then I saw
those beautiful brown eyes starin’ at me. It was love at first sight.”
“How in the world did you get the deer back to Tampa?”
“In my camper. I made my wife take a plane home.”
Despite the explanation, we had Barnaby removed before any unfortunate, sensitive
child could see it. Barnaby was nightmare material.
***

Late at the office one afternoon, I received a call from a police sergeant. He
said there was a situation he’d like to discuss with me. I was so numb by this time that
it didn’t faze me. So, resigned to the inevitable, I said, “Fine … when and where?” He
asked me to meet him downtown in front of Maas Brothers at ten o’clock that night.
As I drove downtown, I wondered what was up. The Snow Show had stopped for the
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“Gee-Gee and her Alaskan Huskies” were a hit with the crowds at the Snow Show. The sled dogs carried
Santa onto the scene during the opening ceremonies and gave rides to children throughout the week.

night at nine o’clock. Now, there was hardly any traffic and barely a soul in sight. So
I was really curious to learn the purpose of the meeting.
The sergeant explained that they had been monitoring some questionable
activity the past few nights.
Intrigued, I asked, “What kind of activity?”
He gave me an uncomfortable look. “We think one of the performers is … uh,
moonlighting.” He motioned for me to follow him. He stopped short at the second
cross-street and sneaked up close to the wall of the building on the corner. Carefully,
he peeked around it.
He turned to me and whispered, “Come look.”
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I took his place and looked around the corner. Just a short distance from where
I stood on Franklin Street, several trailers were parked on the side street. I knew they
were there for skaters and other performers to use as portable dressing rooms.
A light was shining through a curtained window in one of the trailers. And
there was a cluster of smiling, joking men waiting outside its door. I peered again
more closely. They looked like some of the men I had seen down by the docks on
opening night!
I turned back to the sergeant. “You mean? … You think?”
“One of your starlets seems to have a business of her own.”
Once more, I couldn’t help but reflect about what was happening to my nice,
wholesome, family-oriented festival. Shaking my head sadly, I told him, “Well, we
can’t have that going on. Do your thing.”
The good news was that no media people were in sight. I could just envision
the next TV newscast: “…and tonight, our news-team discovered that the embattled
Snow Show was harboring yet another scandalous situation … a bordello, operating
right in the heart of downtown Tampa!”
***

One of the more interesting law suits (you must have gathered by this time
that we were amassing them at a record rate) arose from a nasty practical joke. We
weren’t responsible for it, but we got blamed for it just the same.
When Radio Station WFLA built “The World’s Largest Ice Cube,” their
contest was centered on people’s guesses as to how long it would take for the cube
to melt. With record high temperatures, it was melting pretty fast. But some wag(s)
decided to help it along. Maybe they were just trying to help their entry win the
contest and the Swiss Alpine vacation.
At any rate, one night somebody sprinkled rock salt over the entire eight-foot
tall cube. Within two days, it had, indeed, started to melt at an accelerated pace.
Unfortunately, it was not melting uniformly. It began to look like an upside-down
pyramid. The top remained large while the base got smaller and smaller. In fact was
becoming progressively teetery.
Officials of the radio station, seeing what was happening, did two things.
First, they announced that people could enter new guesses, since the salting-down
was ruining previous estimates. Secondly, they built a two-foot high fence around it.
Other jokesters had knocked small chunks out of it, and they wanted to preclude this
from happening again.
On the next-to-last day of the Snow Show, a mother and her five year-old
daughter were standing beside the cube, studying it to make their guess. Suddenly,
the entire cube fell over on the little girl and pinned her to the sidewalk. The cube
was located just even with where one of the ambulances was parked across the street.
This time, there were no sirens or flashing lights or TV cameramen.
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Paramedics quickly jumped out and pulled the girl from under the massive
block of ice. No enduring harm had been done, but she was a mighty frightened
youngster.
Only one more day to go…
***

Nobody likes phone calls at three in the morning. My wife, truly concerned
about all the pressures on me, answered the phone. It was for me, but she made an
attempt to find out what the call was about. I had had a lot of crank calls, including
threats of bodily harm, and she thought that maybe this was one.
But the caller was persistent, claiming he was from the Atlantic Coast Line
Railroad. When she told me this, I wondered if it had anything to do with the jinxed
tree that they had brought to Tampa. Fearing God-knows-what, I took the call.
“Mr. Hilton … are you the ‘Snow Show’ Hilton?”
Reluctantly, I admitted I was. He said, “I’m a supervisor on the ACL. We had
a freight train comin’ through town this mornin’ and we just had an accident that
involves you.” My stomach muscles started tightening in a vicious grip.
“An accident?”
“One of the brakemen was standing on top of a freight car, when it crossed
Franklin, as it was going down the Polk Street tracks.” That was the rail route on
which the Christmas tree had been brought in … tracks run right down the center of
Polk Street.
He continued, “You know your loudspeaker wires?” Sure I did; we had
loudspeakers mounted on streetlights down the whole five-block stretch of Franklin
Street … speaker cables connecting them ran the entire length.
“Well,” he said, “when the train passed through the Franklin Street intersection,
a speaker cable strung across the street hit the brakeman in the neck and knocked him
off onto the street.”
I really didn’t want to hear what he might say next. It had to be a fatal accident.
My God, the roof of a freight car is fourteen or fifteen feet in the air … and I
wondered how fast the train was going when it happened. I was stunned.
“Mr. Hilton, are you there?” Hesitantly, I told him I had heard him.
“Well, the man is all right, not hurt a bit. But we would sure appreciate it if
you would raise those speaker cables another couple of feet before something bad
happens.”
Dottie studied me as I hung up. “For a minute, you looked like somebody
might have died.”
I sighed and nodded. “Yeah. Me.”
CLEARING UP AFTER THE STORM
At one point during the middle of the Snow Show, my wife and I ventured out
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into the social world. Most of the time, when not at work, I had been prone to “hole
up,” conserving energy and sanity in the welcome refuge of home and family.
However, this particular night we went to the country club for dinner with
another couple. While sitting in the cocktail lounge, two other couples came up to
us. One of the women asked me what all the hay was for along the length of the
toboggan run. With the accidents we had experienced, we decided to pad the sides
of the run with hay so that children wouldn’t get hurt if they should falloff Gee-Gee’s
dog sled.
Before I could impart this information, the other woman quipped, “The hay’s
to feed the asses that thought up the Snow Show.”
The event had been so dominant in the news that everyone had an opinion
about it; there were no middle-of-the-roaders. When it was over, the Tampa Tribune
did a round-up of public opinion. In Sunday’s paper, they published a large spread
of letters on the subject, entitling the page, “The Aftermath of the Snow Show.”
Since I had always associated “aftermath” with hurricanes, earthquakes, and bombing
raids, this struck me as a bit of editorializing by the Tribune. Nevertheless, most of
the letters were positive, approving of our effort and backing the attempt of doing
something to rejuvenate downtown.
***

Using the Tribune’s term, the “aftermath” found Emmett Stewart and City
Ice Company going out of business. While he had this intention before, the fact
that we used three times as much ice as he had originally estimated probably sped
up the process. In talking to Emmett later, he was happy even though he had lost
money … he’d had a blast. So much so that he asked us to write up the show, and
his part in it, and send it to Refrigeration magazine, an ice industry trade journal. I’m
sure he was pleased with the front-page coverage of his three million pounds of ice
extravaganza.
***

As the months went by, the log jam of lawsuits and insurance claims were
either settled out of court or dismissed, with the exception of the young woman
who had hurt her back on the toboggan. Almost two years after the accident, a date
was finally set for the trial. Depositions were taken and attorneys for both sides were
prepared for the trial which was scheduled to begin on a Monday. At the depositions,
we had a chance to meet the plaintiff and express our regret that she’d been hurt.
Her attorney, eschewing a settlement, was being hard-nosed, asking for a large award
because of the extent to which the accident had supposedly impaired his client’s
mobility and life-style. After all, she was still on crutches, wasn’t she?
Saturday night before the Monday trial, our attorney, Terry McNab, was
cavorting at a local discotheque. While gyrating on the dance floor, guess who he
bumped into? The young woman, of course, who had just proven herself to be quite
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an athletic dancer. She quickly agreed that maybe a much-reduced out-of-court
settlement would be in order.
The economic impact of the Snow Show was evident in increased preChristmas sales for Tampa’s downtown merchants. But, the greatest benefit was
probably the fact that the concept of a downtown mall was proven valid. It took
many years, but today, downtown Tampa has a handsome terraced mall on Franklin
Street. When one visits it at noontime, it is vibrant, packed with strolling, chatting
people from the many new high-rise office buildings downtown. And what had been
a riverfront freight yard now hosts a library, hotel, convention center, art museum,
bank buildings, and gardens.
For the city at large, the show was a publicity bonanza. In-depth coverage
appeared in such diverse media as The New York Times, Women’s Wear Daily, and BBC
Television Worldwide Film Reports. Probably the most talked about, however, was a
series of television commercials sponsored by a cigarette company. L & M cigarettes
had a popular campaign based on a reverse-twist theme of “They Said It Couldn’t
Be Done.” For months on end, they ran a commercial where, while showing film
footage of Leif Svendsen skiing down our Snow Show slide, the narrator chided,
“Snow skiing in Tampa, Florida? They said it couldn’t be done!”
Why, of course, it could.
***

The spill-off on our agency from involvement in the show was considerable.
We became well-known very fast. It wasn’t quite in the way that we had hoped for,
but our young agency had gained recognition as well as a solid niche in the local
advertising community.
When all was said and done, and I was trying to forget about the show and its
problems, I received a letter from Leif Svendsen.
The last paragraph read, “In the event you are going to arrange for another
snow carnival next year, it might be a good idea to make a jumping-hill and I would
be glad to contact a couple of my friends who are among the top ski jumpers in the
country. If this is of interest to you, please let me know so I can be making plans.”
It was one letter I never answered.
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